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producing a shiver as if I had struck a chill. At
the same time, away somewhere in the inner
recesses of my sub-conscious being, I am not a
man, but a little tiny speck of green protoplasm
floating on the surface of a stagnant pool, a
leaf tossing in the whirls and eddies of a moun-
tain brook, a shell half embedded in the sand
and washed by the lapping waves of a troubled
sea under a grey sky or - I hate this worst of
any-I am a mere pigmy surrounded by a circle
of big brawny giants each armed with a club.
Whatever form the feeling takes, it always pro-
duces a sense of my own insignificance."
As he spoke, he ceased, if his hearers were in-
dulgent, to be a separate person. " I absorb and
am absorbed by my audience. In spirit we seem
to melt and fuse into one, and I am not speaking
to them, but through them, and my thoughts are
not my own, but are their thoughts, and we are
on the most confidential and comfortable terms
one with the other."
This did not always happen. Though he
found, as a rule, gatherings eager to hear him, he
sometimes faced hostility and even rancour. He
was quick at answering interrupters. He had a
dry way of shutting them up, as he shut up the
Sabbatarian who asked him if he considered
music on Sunday to be sacrilege. cc Aye," he said,
" I will agree with our fiiend there if he can tell
me the difference between a sacred and a secular
do."